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Ail Prisoners and Captives
By VIRNA SHEARD

THE Ltany of the Church of Engand is-if
only viewed as a piece of literature-so
beautiful a thing that it is smaii wonder the
learned and poiished gentlemen of the pulpit

read it aiouid with pleasure. When it is given a
fine setting an the fragrant calm of a summer Sun-
day marning, it is easy enough ta understand theý
reader being uplifted anu the wings of a purely
esthetic delight-ev«n should nothing deeper carry
bis soul heavenward.

Gîven the cool sun-shot silence af a cathedral-
the dappied colours from painted windows sprinkied
against grey stone and carven wood, the dim spaces
between high arches, almost as sweet scented and
seductivc as the airy spaces between forest trees-
the dusky-gold of the pipes of music, the white
of Iawn and black of cassock touched into life here
and there b>' purpie and red, the apparent>' purified
faces of a worshipping people and the pink and
white beauty of boy singers, their voices akin ta no
other human vaices-but of an alien and unearthiy
quality. Given ail this it is nat strange that a man
rituaiistically inciined should occasional>' be swept
away on a river of sound-the said sound being
that of bis own meilifluous voice intoning a coni-
bination of words sa campelling and emotional that
they stir even the mast woridly of hearts.

The respanses of the people swaying towards him
in supplication takçes' hini irresistib>' onward
through the pathetic petitians ta the great culmina-
tion at the ver>' dlose.

This prayer mnust surely reach ta heaven, caming
as it does f rom so many> lips ever>' Sunda>' marning,
and led b>' the intense voices of sa mnan>' white-
sauled men of "The King's Church."

And yet-I have wondered. A c*ertain phrase of
the Litany would return again and again ta myv

,people wearing their 'homewardl" laces
iough ta banish it, one would have thought.
rwere al sa outwardly satisfactory, and the

ard-turned face was sa co .ntent. It is un-
y different from the churchward-turned
Often it expresses a subtle satisfaction,

Ily a mild relief. A persan cannat note it
ink there are at present mati> who wouid
enja>' a heaven such as we used ta sing of

aid, devout hymn, "Where Congregations
reak up nýon Sabbaths have an end."

hynin bas outlived its usefulness, ver>'

Bears-grizziy bears, who love the stili places
in the his; the wooded, green, quiet places where
berries grow and. where the>' can hide in the under-
brush and trouble no man, and beiong ta theniselves.

Polar bears, fretting in the heat and ionging
wordlessiy for the blue-white reaches of snow and
ice, and the twilight that is blessed ta their eyes.

W OLVES and coyotes, untameable and unhappy
1-the ver>' tramps and vagabonds of the

wilds-these are shut inta spaces a few feet wide;
perhaps they are the mast pitiful of ail, these
ioveless beasts ,that wili not accept their fate or
corne ta the bars ta eat froni yaur hand, but draw
back shudderingly and hate yau with their eyes.

And there are the elephants, the queer, left-over
things that are like the big, crude, unfinished heasts
made when, as Kipling says, the worid was "sa new
and ail."

The elephants that have survived while ail their
f riends and relations passed an. *Who wouldn't he

IT is reported that Harry Lauder is going ta runfor Parliamient. In the meantime, while he is
finishing bis career on the vaudeville stage, he
ought ta have a characteristic sang on the sub-

ject. 1 venture ta submit sonietbing that might
suit bum:

Wix-,ý I Gz' r o PAuwAmzNT, Y£ KEN!
Ye've maybe heard the news that's gain' about-

A'm gain' ta rn for Paurliamient, ye ken;
A've got a new ambeetian
To talc' a high poseetiorn

Among the Breetish Empire's public men;
Ye've seen it in the papers, 1 suppose,

An' so the gospel truth it's sure ta be;
M'I retire frae Music Halls an' Vaudeville Shows

An' write the letters ta ma name-M.P.

sorry- for the captive elephants? Long ago there
was a tiny verse in St. Nicholas,

"An'elephant to a city came,
Poor old elephant 1

And ail day long he would stand and dreani
0f the jungle' sbade-and the jungle stream,

Poor old elephant !"

It went something like that. I know I always think
of it when I see one of those huge, crumpled-look-
inig fellows rocking softly backward and forward,
one queer leg bound with the leg-iron and held fast
ta a stake in the ground. He is such a strang thing
to be held, meekly there; he belongs ga altogether
to the wild, f ree days- of the aid worid, when might
was, right, and strength, physical strength alone,
ruled.

"And show Thy Piiy," rang the littie bell.
There is a great cage out at the Bronx, New York,

where once I saw sanie eagles. One thought is
always associated with the eagle. It is the thought
of liberty. The eagle is the very emblema of free-
dom. His home is on the mountain crag and at the
edges of rocky sea waiis. He knows and loves the
far places where no man can foliow, and his flight
is wonderful and beautiful beyond words. is eyes

(Concluded on page 18.)

f ounder of a new jaurnalism, who achieved world-
wide fame through the sharpness of bis editorial
thrusts. Some of the epithets he invented for poli-
ticai enemies are quated as genis of biting humour,
as "the aid drunkard," "the aid crocodile," "aur
national fanmer," "aur national wine-grawer" and
"1our piano-playing war mninister." These phrases
do not strike us as being superior ta the Ontario
editor's. Why, then, this rank partialit>' in the
handing aut of bouquets? But perhaps there was
something more ta Rachefort's journalisux than the
labels which, we are taid, "caught the public fancy
and firedthe imagination af the multitude."

"A mnan ma>' chat, but a woman oui>' chatters.-"-
'Eminent medicai autharit>' in current cantroversy.
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